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A life sketch of 

Ann Reed Everington Roberts 
1826 – 1910 

Ann Reed Everington was born in Thorpleton, Norfolk, 

England, on December 18, 1826.  The Everingtons were a 

serious, thoughtful and studious family whose ancestors had 

been in Norfolk for many generations.  Family lore described 

Ann as very fair – blue eyes set far apart – light hair with glints 

of gold, and the fresh complexion of a young English girl.  

Ann was the daughter of William and Elizabeth Reed 

Everington.  At an early age, Ann learned to sew for hire and 

she later became a professional seamstress at a hat shop.  Her 

temperament (as her children recalled it) was serious and 

thoughtful, even sober at times.  Her principled character, her endurance, her propensity for 

things spiritual and her inclination to think deeply about the issues of life, as well as her love of 

great books were all ingrained in her children. 

On June 15, 1848 Ann married Benjamin Roberts at Poplar, Middlesex, England.  Five 

years after her marriage to Ben, Ann’s life was shaken and transformed by the re-revealed 

gospel of Jesus Christ.  While walking to deliver ‘finished pieces’ to some English gentry, she 

was attracted by a huddle of people on a busy corner and by the lilt of a man’s tenor voice 

singing a hymn.  In music and speech, she first heard the good news that was to quicken tens of 

thousands of other British converts.  A missionary, named Elder Orgile confronted the crowd 

with the announcement that “God has raised up a prophet in these days, and established the 

Gospel of Jesus Christ in its fullness, as it existed in the days of the ancient apostles.” 

Ann’s response was whole-souled.  For her, the word ‘Zion’ itself had a vibrant color 

and tone!  
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That night she probed and pondered biblical passages from Isaiah, John and Paul with 

new understanding, yet with a sense of familiarity.  Ann asked for literature at a similar 

meeting the next evening.  Several meetings with the Mormons and much prayerful reading 

followed, increasing both her conviction and her apprehension, for her husband labeled the 

whole affair ‘utter foolishness!’  Quietly, despite his protests, she continued her study and 

prayer.  Finally, she could wait no longer.  Contrary to Ben’s wishes, yet hopeful that her own 

spiritual rebirth would hasten his, she asked for baptism 

It was a cool August evening in 1851 when Ann left her bed at three o’clock in the 

morning and walked to the Irish Sea.  While a small group of Saints looked on, Ann was 

immersed in the cold waves.  She was confirmed on shore, given the gift of the Holy Ghost and 

made a member of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter-day Saints.  Shivering from the cold, but 

with a growing excitement and testimony burning within, Ann spent the rest of the night, 

trying to dry her clothing on a chair near the fireplace.  In the morning, Ben noticed her damp 

clothes, suspected the worst and exploded: 

 “Ann, I believe thee’s been dipped.” 

 “Well, what of it?”  She replied.  “I have joined the true Church.” 

His initial shock soon subsided.  Presently, softened by the new happiness and serenity 

of his wife, Ben moved from mere tolerance to a placating gesture of love for her by submitting 

himself to baptism.  Ben’s baptism took place in August of 1857. 

 “It has been said of her,” wrote her son B. H., “that she was a natural-born Israelite, 

which was one factor in her unquenchable fire of assurance of the truth of the gospel – total and 

nothing doubting.”  This was not so with Ben.  Religion in any form seemed to him oppressive. 

Ben was born in Chilton, near Woolwich, Kent, England.  He was the son of an 

ironmonger whose mode of life was secular, comfortable, independent, and permissive.  As a 

boy, Ben was ‘jovial, and good-natured,’ but seemingly without a keen sense of responsibility, 

religious or otherwise, and he had a passionate drive for self-education. 
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Ann described Ben as a sunny, genial, handsome man who was and proud of his six-

feet-one-inch height.  She told her daughters she had been quite ‘swept away’ by their father, 

attracted by his temperamental dissimilarities to herself.  B. H. Roberts remembered his father’s 

‘pleasing character and genial good nature,’ but more especially his physical prowess. 

Ben’s work as a blacksmith and ship plater made travel a necessity.  He moved from 

county to county, which kept him away from home often.  Shortly before he joined the Church 

he was hired by a nobleman, the Duke of Nottingham, to train the Duke’s string of racing 

horses; shoeing, grooming and pacing them for many months prior to exhibition at fairs and 

racetracks.  While Ben was away from his family his letters were short in news, but shorter in 

money.  Ann was left for months at a time to hold the family together as best she could.  Ben 

often squandered his earnings in drink and Ann suspected on heavy betting.  Several times he 

returned home with luxuriant racing wins and lavished them on the family, but most of those 

times he came home stumbling, penniless, thick-tongued and limp from liquor. 

As the children came, Ben’s times away from home lengthened and his self-control 

weakened.    Ann’s resourcefulness, as well as her endurance, was pushed to the breaking point.  

She was forced to do fine sewing to earn even enough for staples.  To further complicate 

matters, Ben moved the family often and those moves were equally hard on her purse and her 

health. 

Birth certificates show that between 1849 and 1860 Ann had seven children in five 

different towns:  Mary Ann Martha ‘Polly’ was born May 2, 1849 at Woolwich, Kent; Annie on 

March 26, 1851 at Poplar, Middlesex; Benjamin Jr. was born October 23, 1853 at Woolwich, Kent;  

twin girls, Emma ‘Amy’ and Sarah were born December 22, 1855 at Liverpool, Lancashire; 

Brigham Henry ‘Harry’ on March 13, 1857 at Warrington, Lancashire; and Thomas on February 

4, 1860 at Burslem, Staffordshire.  Benjamin Jr. died in 1858, and the twins died the day they 

were born. Of the four surviving children, only three were healthy; Mary, who was called Polly, 

Annie and Harry.  Thomas, who suffered from hydrocephalitis, was an invalid. 

Conversion to the Church had, for a time, diminished Ben’s wanderings.  During this 

period, the family lived a bit more comfortably Mary recalled.  He often accompanied his family 
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to Church.  He paid his tithing faithfully each week in the spirit of consecration.  Several years 

after Ben’s baptism a misunderstanding between him and Church officials resulted in Ben being 

excommunicated.  This event once again changed the course of the Robert’s family.  Ben started 

to stay away from home for long periods of time and according to Mary, “once more our life 

was made miserable.” 

In April of 1862, Ben sent Ann a check, the largest check in years, and once again 

summoned his family to join him.  In the face of another projected uprooting, the question for 

Ann was, “shall the money be used to join Ben, or to follow the promptings of my heart and 

faith, and take my family to the high mountains of the New World?”  In a religion dedicated to 

the unification and glorification of the family, the pain of her decision was double-edged.   

Ann went to the headquarters of the European and British Mission of the Church for 

counsel.  There is no record of who counseled her or what was said, but she returned home 

encouraged to attempt the impossible.  Since there was not enough money to transport the 

entire family across the Atlantic, she decided to take Annie and the ailing infant Thomas.  Mary 

and Harry would be left in the care of relatives and faithful Latter-day Saints.  In due time, she 

would earn enough to summon them to join her in the Zion of the Rockies.  For Ann there was 

anguish in this decision, only tempered with high hopes.  The children did not dispute her 

resolve.  Harry later wrote of it in heroic terms as ‘a tremendous undertaking’ and praised his 

mother for ‘facing up to it’ and seeking homes for himself and Mary ‘just for a while’. 

During the final days of preparation, Ann pleaded with a distant relative named Martin 

Pie, who operated a kiln for burning chinaware, to take Mary.  At eleven, she could at least help 

earn her board and keeping in that trade by carrying bricks and later she would be able to cut 

intricate designs in the chinaware and hand-roll them to smoothness.  The Pies became 

convinced and took her in.  But five year old Harry was deemed to young for productive labor, 

and Ann was obliged to seek guardians for him elsewhere.  In her convert idealism she settled 

on a Brother and Sister John Tovey, who had recently joined the local branch of the Church in 

Warrington, having just come from Scotland.  Ann was convinced of the quality and 

suitableness of their lives, and she committed her son to their charge. 
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Two days before Ann’s departure, young Harry and the baby Thomas were alone in her 

kitchen.  Harry recorded: 

As she stepped from dining table to pantry door weeping, I, with childish sympathy, 

plucked her gown and in my broad Lancashire dialect said, “Muther, what op?”  And 

“Why art crying?”  Mother knelt on the floor beside me and with her arms about my 

shoulders told me of the intended journey to America – Zion, and how I would have to 

be left behind with a Brother and Sister Tovey, and sister Mary with some distant 

relatives by the name of Pie.  And it was only now a day or two when this separation 

would take place.  As she held on to me telling the story, sobs and tears became more 

profuse.  At last, folding me in her arms, she sought of me brokenly a promise that when 

I grew up to be a man I would come to her in ‘Zion’.  Freeing myself from the embrace, I 

stood erect in the middle of the floor and with childish solemnity promised her, ‘I will 

come! 

Mary recorded the pangs of farewell as follows: 

Mother left Staffordshire in 1862.  B.H. and I went to see them off.  Mother climbed up 

the steps to the elevated train.  As the train pulled out, B. H. and I stood looking after it 

with tears in our eyes.  We dreamed of a promise – we looked forward to the time when 

our mother would be able to send us enough money for tickets to the land across the sea.  

No one can imagine my feelings as I turned and slowly descended the platform with my 

small brother.  We were to face a future, which we could only hope was bright.  I 

seemed alone and friendless. 

Ann with seven year old Annie and two year old Thomas rode the train that began her 

courageous journey to Zion.  On May 14, 1862, they left the wharf at Liverpool and set out 

across the Atlantic Ocean on the sailing vessel William Tapscott.  Ann was filled with many 

mixed emotions as she faced the reality that she was bound for America. 

The journey across the ocean was miserable, long and hard.  Baby Thomas contracted 

ship fever (severe dysentery resulting from the unsanitary conditions aboard the ship) and 
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became even more sick.  On June 25, 1862, the weary and worn passengers arrived in America 

and stayed a for some time at Castle Gardens, the New York emigrant landing.  The Roberts 

threesome then boarded a train and spent tortuous days crowed among numerous other 

travelers packed in a railroad car before they joined the Horton D. Haight wagon train headed 

west. 

The Horton D. Haight Company began its journey from the outfitting post at Florence, 

Nebraska (now Omaha) on August 10, 1862.  Ann with her daughter Annie and small son 

Thomas were among the six hundred and fifty individuals whose sights were set on reaching 

the Salt Lake Valley.  Thomas’s condition worsened as each day came and went.  On September 

29, 1962, while walking the dusty trail, baby Thomas passed away in Ann’s arms.  Ann could 

not bring herself to make his death known to the camp leadership.  The thought of burying him 

on the plains was more than she could bare.  Ann carried the lifeless body of Thomas for three 

days.  As the company became suspicious that something was wrong, Captain Haight took 

charge and removed the infant from Ann’s arms.  Thomas was placed in a shallow grave along 

the trail.  Ann could not be consoled, so the thoughtful Captain retrieved the body from the 

grave.  He then emptied a breadbox he had in his wagon and modified it to serve as a coffin.  

The Captain laid the little body of Thomas in the remodeled breadbox, and placed it in the 

grave.  This seemed to be acceptable to Ann and she was able to bear the burial.  Thomas was 

buried at the base of Chimney Rock on the plains of Nebraska along the Mormon Trail and the 

Sweetwater River. 

On October 19, 1862, members of the Haight wagon train entered the Salt Lake Valley.  

Ann had reached her destination with her daughter Annie.  Ann moved north to a small 

settlement then called Sessions Settlement, now called Bountiful.  There she was met by friends 

from England.  She began work as a seamstress and hat maker.  Ann saved all she could from 

her meager earnings hoping she could afford to send passage money for Mary and Harry.  She 

dreamed of the day her family would be together again.   
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Ann often thought about Ben and wondered if she would ever see him again.  When it 

became apparent that she was not going to hear from him, she decided it was best to look to the 

future and move on.   

William John Nichols was a friend Ann had met on the plains when they were traveling 

to Utah in the Haight wagon train.  William’s wife and children had died of Rocky Mountain 

spotted fever and William had completed the trip alone.  William was a kind and industrious 

convert to the Church and had settled in the Salt Lake Valley.  William asked Ann to marry him 

and she accepted his proposal.  William and Ann were married in February of 1863 in Salt Lake 

City.  They had a daughter named Elizabeth Audrey, born March 22, 1864.  Two years after this 

marriage, William was killed in a threshing machine accident on August 14, 1865, in Salt Lake 

City.  This was a devastating set back for Ann. 

Ann continued to sew for hire and take care of Annie and Audrey.  Her savings slowly 

grew and four years after her arrival in Utah, Ann had enough money for her children’s passage 

and a little extra for items to help provide for their long journey west, which included gloves, a 

shawl and stout walking shoes for Mary with heavy homemade quilts, and a little money.  The 

goods were sent with some people traveling east who promised Ann that the items would be 

delivered when the children arrived in America.  Sadly, the items never reached the children.  

The boat fare was sent to England through Church missionaries and it was combined with an 

allotted amount of money from the Church’s Emigration Fund.  Mary was located quickly and 

readied for the trip, but it was sometime before Harry was found.  Once the children were 

together, Mary and Harry booked passage for America with the help of Church leaders.  They 

sailed from Liverpool late in the afternoon of April 30, 1866, on the John Bright.  Mary was 17, 

and Harry was 9 years old.  They traveled with emigrating members of the Church who kept an 

eye out for the youngsters and tried to insure their safe journey.   

The ocean voyage was typical of travel made at that time, and brother and sister showed 

concern and care for each other as they faced this adventure together.  Once they reached 

America they obtained land travel with others sharing the same goal and destination.  By mid 

July of 1866, Mary and Harry had reached the west bank of the Missouri River.  They  became 

part of the William Henry Chipman Company, which left for Utah the middle of July.  Mary 
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and Harry walked most of the way and depended on others for most of their support and 

sustenance.  In the meantime, all Ann could do was wait, pray and have faith that her children 

were healthy, safe and on their way. 

 September 16, 1866, the Chipman wagon train entered the Salt Lake Valley.  Harry wrote 

of their arrival and the reunion with their mother: 

Mary and I seemed to be so little part of this excitement and joy, because nobody 

seemed to come for us. I, lonesome and heartsick, sat upon the tongue of Captain 

Chipman's wagon, my chin in my hands and elbows upon my knees, thinking "Zion" 

was not so much after all, if this was all of it. The spirit of sadness, if it was not 

forlornness, settled upon me. 

Presently, however, approaching from the west gate, I saw a woman in a red and white 

plaid shawl slowly moving among the hillocks of fertilizer that had been raked from the 

sheds and the yard. She seemed to be daintily picking her way, and there was something 

in the movement of her head as she looked to the right and to the left that seemed 

familiar to me. The woman was moving in my direction, and the closer she came the 

stronger the conviction grew upon me that there was my mother. I would have known 

her from the dainty cleanliness of everything about her. 

I stood until she came nearly parallel to where I sat.  Then sliding from the tongue of the 

wagon, I said,  

"Hey Mother." 

She looked down upon my upturned face. Without moving she gazed upon me for some 

time and at last said, 

"Is this you, Harry? Where is Mary?"  

Of course Mary was in the wagon, and I led my mother to where she was hiding.  When 

mother and daughter met, there was a flood of tears on both sides. At last I joined them, 

making a trio of the united family. It seemed difficult for our mother to realize that we at 

last were her children after more than four years of separation, but once in a while, a 

smile would break through the tears and she seemed to be extremely happy. A neighbor 
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of hers, Brother John K. Crosby, a New Englander, had driven her from Bountiful to the 

city to get us children, and it took but a short time to leave the remaining emigrant 

teams and people to find this wagon and make the start for home, Bountiful. 

There was one thing remembered in this reunion, and that was on my part. I felt that I 

had arrived, that I belonged to somebody, that somebody had an interest in me, and 

these were the thoughts that were in my mind as I sat in the wagon on the drive home to 

Bountiful.   

Ann’s family was together again.  Harry wrote of his wagon ride to Bountiful and the 

excitement he felt knowing he was going to his mother’s home.  He also of his humiliation 

when the wagon pulled up in front of a small log home with a dirt roof on one part of it and 

another part adjoining on the south that had been built up to the square with logs un-chinked 

and no roof.  Ann announced this was her home and life began anew for her and her children.  

He recalled that they sat down to a wonderful meal ‘fit for princes’ of molasses and buttermilk 

biscuits with butter and clear water from the creek.  It was the best Ann had to offer as she was 

desperately poor. (1) 

On April 5, 1869 in Salt Lake City, Ann married Seth Dustin.   Seth was a railroad 

construction man for the Union Pacific Railroad.  Seth was a widower with three, large, rough-

hewn sons.  The unfinished part of Ann’s log home was roofed to accommodate them but the 

living conditions grew unpleasant and unbearable.  This marriage proved to be temporary and 

a divorce was granted.  Seth and Ann had a daughter, Byrnina Ann, born July 17, 1872 at 

Bountiful, Davis County, Utah.   

On October 4, 1886, Ann married John Wickersham Woolley in Salt Lake City.  John was 

a successful farmer and this marriage was viewed by both parties as a marriage of fortune.  John 

served in many responsible positions in the Utah Territory, as well as the Church.  His busy life 

kept him away from home much of the time, but Ann and the children were well taken care of.  

Ann was one of John’s eventual seven wives and although this life style presented its 

challenges, she continued her service and dedication to her family and her faith. 

Ann was locally prominent in Church work from the time she arrived in Utah until she 

became ill several years before her death.  For thirty years she served as president of the East 

Bountiful Primary.  In 1880, Aurelia S. Rogers, General President of the Primary, gave Ann 
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credit for developing the first Children’s Fair which was held in Bountiful.  This idea spread 

and became a successful event held in various locations throughout the Church.  Ann was 

honored for her contribution to the Primary and for her years of service at one of the Fairs held 

years later.  The local newspaper in their feature ‘Bountiful Briefs’ printed: 

The officers of the First Ward Primary for their Children’s Fair of last week, highly 

honored Sister Ann Dustin Woolley, First President of East Bountiful Primary, by having 

her picture enlarged and on exhibition.  The family extends their gratitude for due 

respect paid her memory. (2) 

Ann was actively involved in the schools within the Bountiful area for a recorded 

twenty-five years and loved working with the children.  Ann was also a dedicated member of 

the local choir. 

At the age of eighty three, Ann passed away January 11, 1910, at Bountiful, Utah.  The 

name Ann Everington Woolley was carved on her gravestone.  Ann’s son, B. H. ‘Harry’, struck 

the stone with his cane and vowed he would have her name changed back to the original name 

Roberts, which he eventually did. 

In tribute it was said of Ann that she was: 

“A woman of strong character, intelligent though untutored, she ever possessed a love 

for the beautiful, the noble and refined.  She mastered by her own efforts the arts of reading and 

writing, and has exhibited at various times in the course of her life those qualities of courage, 

independence and determination.” * 

 

 

This Life Sketch of Ann Reed Everington Roberts was compiled from information taken from ‘Defender of the Faith: The B. H. 

Roberts Story’ by Truman G. Madsen and from writings, stories, documents and other records collected and kept in the Family 

History Library of K. Oswald. 

Names, places, dates and recorded events have been verified with family genealogy information, historical and family history 

records in possession of The Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints, as far as it is possible. 

*Tribute from a history of B. H. Roberts in ‘History of Utah: Biographical’ by Orson F. Whitney. 

(1) Taken from The Autobiography of B. H. Roberts edited by Gary James Bergera 

(2)  Taken from the B. H. Roberts Papers – University of Utah 
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